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Prom the Casket 

The Mother and Daughter. 

BY LL. HM, 

| C'onmetuded. | 
Iv was about seven oelock, the same 
evento, that Mrs. Freeman was engaged in 
the moportant business of dressing for the 
Mrs. Gray's. The 


tonlette was to her a work of tiimense time 


fashionable somee at 


and importance > and not contented to leave 
her really interesting features to themselves 
she contrived so to overload them with pearl, 
powder and rouge—to surround them with 
such acheraur de frise of false curls, false 
flowers, and false jewels, as to make them 
oetiilly ridiculous and discusting, And then 
herdress—such flotices, and seh furbelows ¢ 

ich thasserted colors, and lanl matched 
stulfs—why she hilled all the oraces ation 
elanee, and aoteht bave been hatoted by 
Joseph tor stealing his coat of many colors 


To please others you must first please 


yoursell, says oor said the elegant Chester. 


field. 
completely ; but lad that 


Certainly Mes, Freeman did the bitter 
refined 
contemplated such perversion of his high 


bred dhetates, he would have porsoned himsell 


by eating mock turtle soup, and found his) 


hosery tnodushin sheets. Bally eontident, 
however, inher own attractions, Mrs. Free 
man sailed ap and down before the pier chiss, 
wishing, like Alexander, for new worlds to 
conquer, and looking for all the world as if 
every one (ike tithe Spectators dream) had 
thrown away the ongainty part of their dress, 
andoeach absurdity had pitehed pom her 
luehkless person. At last, inpationt of wasting 
her sweetness upou the deserted (vot desert) 
room, Mrs. Freeman summoned her conti- 
dential Abigail, and, after making afew 
preliminary flourishes, began with, 

‘divdy, hem! have vou any taste, Judy 

‘7 cuess so, Missis,’ re pomded  dady, 
to rounder and 


Opepite her bie rote ove 


hiveer proportions, * Peau tell whiskey from 
water, coy drow,’ 


*Youre a fool, Judy: Tmean taste in dre 


writer! 


. toons. ae the «lee ould do, Mua 


y What world you say to mine, for instance 7 


| "That Phe monsers glad to have it,’ replied 


jj the colored grisette, readily, * its just the 

| picture of what black Mauritia cleared out to 
marry in. 

| * diet out with vou, exclaimed the indignant 


| 


lady, and call Miss Thany here; it's time 
| P 

j to war, 

Slowly did Euthanasta obev the stunmons : 
' ; 


her fice was pate, and her dress very simple. 


She was followed by her erevbound, who 


looked anxtousty up in her fice, as if to ash 


pwhat was her disquiet, 
*Merev ou me, child, what an object you 


“of 
are. 


You are enough to frighten the crows, 
aus Mrs, Dashaway says; here, letme fix vou. 
‘No, said Euthanasia, positively, * ib go 
at all, it ts so,’ 
‘Well, but have a bune. 


sunflower an your hairy; have these agi 


f peonies ora 


merines round your throat; aud a leedle, tiny 
touch of rouge. 

me) ee 
flowers and gems. Teo because PT have said 


IL will; beeause anvthing, even despair, ts 


preferable to this SUSPeHse ; but Daa aiourn 
erin heart, and willvot wear the carments of 
repoteing! 

Don't 


[know better than vou, Miss: and Ptell vou 


‘Bless us all! here's a bich horse. 


it is bichty impertient to make voursell 
| staguber 3 and to ge io that wishy-washy way, 
is—is—is mighty baproper, Miss.’ 

‘Well, Madam, it tay be se; 


the subjeet, and each retain our own opinion, 


let us drop 





Tawait your pleasure.’ 

Mrs. Freeman knew vastly well that, though 
respeethul, KMiuthanasia was never subservient: 
so, like a shill ceneral, she avoided the 


Hopregnable part aud opene dia battery else- 


“ here. 


‘Now, Thany, vou are a good enough airt, 
but of course you can’t hnow as well as me, 
who am oller, and also aimarried woman : 
.) 1 ine ote te cme you ytnee ood vlyice 
dn the first proline e vou donut enter a room at 
| Was the efee? slhould s thie. wav, for postinnes 
) TE intortermnatels yo hrer chenteed yen vevstorelin 


Preenmin 


feclings are not snited to! 


trod upou the grevhound’s long, extended 
paws, whe, acknowledging ber * airy tread’ 
with a howl, would have received no centle 
salute iporeturn, but for the toterference of 
hin mistress, 

‘Do not strike the Cathtul animal, mado, 
Lhave heard he was mw mother's, and as such 
he is dear to me. Alas! TP never knew a 
mother’s fostering care: Loever had her love 
to guide me—bher fond bosom to weep upon.” 

Mrs. Freeman, who bad taken ber cue 
trom the tears tn Euthanasta’s eves, wis 
now deliberately prepartne her hundkereliet. 
When it was unfurled, she extended her arnis, 
and swimming up to ber daughter-in-law, 
proffered her bosom as a substitute ; and 
considering that, besides double rows of 
standing lace, and treble flounees of tiling 
blonde, there was swung awatel chane and 
seals, three rows of tragsparcnt topaz, one 
locket of rough cold, one amie of polished 
wnber, besides inmomnerable breast-pins, ke. 
itintst have been a commodious resting place, 
Buthonasia Giothy smiled, and bent over her 
dog, It was clear to the Lanuavante dame 
that she could not squeeze out a tear, se she 
| wis ly folded up her mouchoir brode, and 
\ having flattened it with a litthe cau de mouse- 
} line, she proceeded to call another cause. 
Chark % 
‘Now pray, 


| § Thay, you'll see Sir Georce 
| Belson to-night.’ She started, 
my dear, take advice from ine > remember he 
isahk. @. Bo; and if be says be loves you, 
soy “thankye sir,” and ihe asks vou to have 
hin. soy “af vou please, sir,” and’ — 


‘Mrs. 


but you waste your words. Sir) Georve 


Freeman, excuse my interruption, 
Belson is, Down, inexpressibly dear tome, it 
he be what Thave fondly pictured bin; bet 
ifw—it he be base and vile, Powill rend this 
weakness fromomy heart, though every fibre 
hurst as —P tear it away: to-nieht—ave, to- 
nicht will decide. Madam, TE tollow you.’ 
‘Toord, be cood to us! 


races, hurricanes, and 


here's Passions: m 
storms : but let us co 
—weare lite: batthe Counutesse I Parvenue 
bot town to be lite—eome away.’ 

all a enrbled ; the 


loht. were blazune cheerts 


ws, i Je 
The company were 


and the muse, 
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mixed with many gay voices, sounding mer- | 
rily, as the carriage of Mrs, Freeman drove | 
to Mrs. Gray's house, in —— —=, and th | 
gloom which had been gathering over the brow | 
of the hostess, an‘ some others, dispersed at 
once when their names were sounded through 
the room, 

Mrs. Gray was a lady of a certain age, 
without the least pretensions to beauty ; for 
her face was so hopelessly ploughed by that 
scourge of features, the sunall-pox, that even 
Mac Adam might have despaired of evening it. 
Her eyes were small and cunning, rendered 
more so by hundreds of wrinkles puckered 
beneath them; nor did she ever fully face 
those to whom she spoke. But her voice 
redeemed these unpleasantries, for it was true, 
In 


her dress and manners, Mrs. Gray was perfect 


in every tone, to harmony and blindness, 


—there was not one singularitv—nothing 


particular, on which the attention could rest ;— 





there was no glare of color—no forcing of 
effect—all was easy, elegant, and lady-like. | 
Her words were always) natural in’ their) 


fascination ; it was the toute ensemble of her 


manner that carried you along without being 
Mes. Gray 
said, and wished it to be believed, that she) 
visited the first circle in Philadelphia. It is! 
il manners to contradict a lady, yet those who 


conscious where laid the charm. 


| 
. . . | 
have ever been within that) graceful group, | 
| 

might readily declare Mrs, Gray was not one | 
} 


of them. 


| 


Gay, but polished ; cheerful, but 
correct; easy, but dignified, none who once 
mixedthere can mistake that charming coterie, 
In the soirees of Mrs. Gray, men formed the | 
greater number; what women there were, | 
were either coldly constraimed or daringly 
free: no, no; Mrs. Gray had not the pass to 


that happier, easier Almacks. 


at all with the 
world in which he lived, knew nothing of the 


Mr. Freeman, not mixing 


vortex through which his wife and child were | 
rushin 


2 
g ; 


Jate a return, he would bestow a blessing on! 


sometimes when disturbed by too! 
Mrs. Gray as the cause, but soon for peace | 
give up the contention. Such, then, was the | 
lady who rose with a bland smile to welcome 
her visitors ; and taking a hand of each, said, | 

‘Oh! you are sad truants ; do you give us| 
so little of your company, to make us prize it 


still higher? Tamust cite you in the court of 


if you neglect me thus again,’ 


politesse, to answer for a breach of etiquette, brilliant flush to my Buthanasia’s cheek, Mrs. 








Mrs. Freeman bowed, and Mrs. Freeman! 


bobbed. 


nor such a crime; 


She had never heard of such a court 
but she felt sure all 


right, and so she bobbed and bowed the 


Wits 
more, 

‘Sir George Belson,’ continned Mrs, Gray. 
‘J appomt you inv counsel; there is the 
defendant: see you do your chrent pester, 


Come, inv dear madam, here are Mre. Shote 


lrival, and net pre, baronet : 


awd Mr. Cutwell, who would pot tou ha ecard) 


tl your arrival, PT inust not tell you winat 


Col. Talbot said about your skill and beauty, 
lest TL make Mr. Freeman jealous,’ 

‘Oh, Mistress Gray, Tlost so much last 
time to Sir George, L feel ashamed to play 
again without paying hin.’ 

‘Come, that is an excellent joke ; do but 
plead his cause with yonder fair tyrant, and 
the debt is canceled. Shall it be cassino or 
brag to-night? ecarte used you very shabbily, 

* But, marm, [—I] am not over-stocked to- 
night; Mr. Freeman is vastly stingy, and’— 

‘Exactly, my dear lady ; your views and 
mine perfectly agree. 
lordly men under obligations sometimes, that 
we may Cisplay our grace in returning thein, 
Sir George, mon amie, ici si vous plait, Mrs, 
Freeman wisely objected to the encumbrance 
of a purse, and allows you the hovor of being 
her banker.’ 

‘The condescensions of Mrs. Freeman and 
her lovely daughter make me a bankrupt even 
in thanks,’ replied the polished baronet. 

* Madam 
not send for your purse ; 


Euthanasia started, will you 
pray—pray, Sir 
George’— 

‘My dear girl, the eves of the room are 
upon you,’ interrupted Mrs, Gray, looping 
her arm im Euthanasia’s, and leading her 
away: ‘come, fiir novice, these trifling 
arrangements are things of course ;—tell me 
how you like these night blooming Ceres, and 
these foreign moonlight warblers, that only 
sing by night; each are typical of woman, my 
love, Whose feelings and heart should open 
by nicht only. 

‘They are beautiful indeed,” she answered 
softly. 


*Doyoudraw? are vou fond of engravings ? 


here are some of Bartolozzi’s and are counted || 


fine; here is Hero and Leander—poor fellow, 


he looks very noble lying there dead, but a 
live lover is preferable, is it not? Here is 
Romeo and Juliet, the passionate Italian; 
what fire in her eves—what soul of passion in 
looks. Whit 


Hugo, Juanand Haidlee—are they not superb ?’ 


is here? Parasine and 


her 


* Yes—no—I—where is my mother-in- 


law—where is Mrs. Freeman ?’ 


‘Oh! the earth has not made a supper of 


her: here is Sir George—he will tell us,’ 

replied the lady, with perfeet sang froid,. 
‘What art in lure or wile has brought this 

Gray; TL shall grow jealous of you, Hyon ean 


make her blush,’ exclanned the gallant baronet, 


' as he joined them and took an arm of each, 


‘ Really, [believe tt is the beat that is your 


can vou oie 


tr 


neither lemonade or wine to allay 


‘Tadsy, to hear i. to obey,’ re plu die 
miling : * Euthanasia, my best love, will yor 
not have sone 

‘Some lemonade, Twill. 


wi vedi 


nm SS scopoe 
Ve and, Sur George, 


prey fe 


It is well to lay these | 


mived, said Mrs. Gray, with astight emphasis 
on the last words ; * servants do all things so 
carelessly, Come, my young guest, they are 
singing yonder; music, you know, is the food 
of love: let us hear them. 

Muthanasia placed her band to her brow 
* How all it 


enchantment were round me—as if vou all 


unreal this secms—as some 
spoke and acted something arranged before ; 
why do T feel thus 7 


Mrs. Gray darted a quick look upon her 





companion, but rapidly withdrawing it, an 
swered, 
‘And why not yield unhesitatingly to such 


enchantment. Life, my love, has but few 


rosea 


1 
| 
te hours, and it is our bounden duty to 
|| prove them: itis ingratitude to our High 


Priest, Jov, to resist bis influence ; so come 





then, goddess fair and free, 
Tn Heaven velept Euphrosyne ; 
And it Pgive the honor due, 


Mirth admit me of thy crew. 


You sec, evens Milton, the poet of religion, 


jargues for pleasure ; believe me, none but 
the evnie and the fool ean deem it wrong.’ 
Euthanasia tried to breathe—tried to rally 
her reason; she felt oppressed by the luxury, 
ithe voluptuousness around her. Stunned by 


flatterv. and sophistry, urged hy passtonate 


lentreaty, softened by her own loving heart, 
she almost reeled beneath their united power ; 


amist came over her eyes, and she felt faint 


| Belson joimed them, and received an express 
hive look from Mrs. Gray. 
* Miss Freeman will be better in my bou 





doir, baronet; the heat is too much for hes 


here——push now or never,’ she added, in a 


‘low tone, * | will see to the mother.’ 
} 





Asthe accomplished votary of vice expected, 
she found Mrs, Freeman seated at the gaming 
table, rapidly losing the vast sum Sir George 
had given her, to sharpers and blacklegs ; 


Jwith a flushed face and 


| aching heart, the 


wretched woman began to feel the toils mito 
which she bad run; and as card alter card 
came up wrong, and eagle followed eagle, m 


quick suecession, even the bland voice ot 





|| Mrs. Gray failed to encourage or soothe her 
| At last she was again without a cent, and Mrs. 
| Gray advised her to make another effort to 
redeem her loss. It was against her, and she 
rose up stunned and tortured, in debt tive 
hundred dollars to Col. Talbot. 
‘Tt is unfortunate,’ said Mrs. Gray, eim- 
phatically, * but debts of honor must be paid. 
*Can—can you assist me mam?’ stam- 
mered out the ashamed ond miserable woman. 
‘Timmy dear madam, Pnever keep a dollar 
it ts putting temptation to play, out of my 
way; Lam the worst person im the world to 
isk’ 
* T—I will leave 


yy wate h, and—and—oh 





Tord! what will become of me = 
° Come r dou't Faluadybye ! - eve Janne d ( ol 
Talbot, roughly; ‘you are a pretty enovg! 
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creature, He you wernt so beplastered with» 
frippery and paint: we'll settle all that.’ 

‘Sir, Pdesire—I command you not to touch 
me. Mes. Gray, will you see this—imadam— 
su'— 

‘Tudeed. said Mrs. Gray, rising, * indeed, 
my dear lady, [ have nothing to say to it: 
only pray make no scene here ; you and the 
Colonel can, [dare say, accommodate mat- 
ters: he is a gentleman of honor.’ 

‘LT will give you, sir, a draft upon my 
husband ; he will gladly pay it for the lesson 
I have learned this night.’ 

‘’Pon honor, madam, just as vou please,’ 
responded the luminous militaire, who was 
more than half tipsy. 

‘And now let me go home. Where, oh 
God! where is Euthanasia?’ exclaimed the 
started Mrs. Freeman. 

‘Perfectly sate, in the charge of the baronet. 

‘The baronet! Hany harm comes to her, 
Mr. Freeman will kill me: let me go to her ; 
I will go to her, DT say’— 

* Mrs. Freeman, I wishto make no disturb- 
ance with you, but Tnust make bold to tell 
vou, that you neither can nor shall go to her. | 
You forget that Sir George has purchased 
your acquiescence W ith five thousand dollars,’ 

‘Oh God" screamed the wretched wonran, 
‘Tam undone: PT have undone myself and iy 
tmneocent ch irge,” 

She fell into her chair in strong hysterics, 
and the infernal party began, in some alarm, 
to apply restoratives ; just then a sign was 
made to Mrs. Gray, and she hurriedly left the 
room. Sir George was waiting for her outside, 

‘It is hopeless to prevail upon her without 
a pretence of marriage ; is that fellow ready 
te play the priest ? It must be now or never, 
for things have drawn to a crisis.’ 

‘ Really, Sir George,’ said Mrs. Gray, who, 
like all selfish people, was ever alive to her 
own interest—* really T don't half like these 
doings. Tf you can make a fool of the girl, 
why it ts all in the way of business ; but a 
mock marriage brings one under the law, and 


may give my house a bad name. 


‘Do not think of it, my dear madam,’ 


exclaimed he, ‘1 will recompense you a 
thousand fold for any inconvenience ; she is 


how so wound up by agitation, hurry, and 


emotion, that she may be won to consent. If 


this golden opportunity passes, it will never 
return; and with it is lost your promised 
preminua,’ 

‘You argue very sensibly,” replied Mrs. 
Gray, with asmile: § ¢o back then, and I will 
arrange it: where is she °’ 

‘In vour boudoir; and bye the bye, Gray, 
has any one the entree there, besides myself, 
tor TL thoucht LT heard a voice there =’ 

‘Bless me, no! replied Mrs. Gray, in 
much alarm, ‘here, Mauritia, has any om 


been up to the blue room to-night 2’ 





ostream of events which hurried her along 


pushed his loug nose into her band, as if}; 


The servant, with some confusion, owned | spoke ; there was a softuess in her voice that 


that she had admitted a lady upto change her} instantly dispelled the horror of Euthanasia. 


shoes ; and after several severe reprimands, * Euthanasia,’ she said, ‘once again Tam 
the worthy couple separated, each to their) come to warn, to save you; the toils are set— 
the lure is laid; but the eve of God slum- 


bereth not; and the vietim shall be rescued 


own praiseworthy occupations. 





' . . 
Like the bird to which it erst belonged, my) in trimmph, even at the eleventh hour’ 
wrey goose quill is very mutable, Tdo not) * What is it that you mean ?’ 
pique myself, like the renowned Cervantes, ‘Have you then so soon forgotten me ? 


with following one unbroken line—patience, | 0’, does the change of dress efface all 


ventle reader, the scenes will be shifted but) resemblance to the Sister of Charity 2 See, 


this once more, and thea the curtain will|/iny child, itis for you that T have laid aside 
fall before me and my humble attempt to} the holy habit, which [ vowed never to change 


please vou, ) with life ; this is the dress in which my false 


It was in a room where luxury and elegance } seducer lured me from my innocence and 
vied with each other for mastery—where the | home; T have preserved it to weep over in 


senses were courted by every blandishment, | “ngtish, by day and night, and now it will 
aud vice had done her utmost to veil herself) strike horror to his remorseless heart.’ 

in beauty ;—it was here that, stunned by } ‘You are deceived, good sister—believe 
emotion, misled by sophistry, agitated by | ime you are—he denies it most solemnly, 
tenderness, and confused by every warring | Oost sincerely ee 

sentiment, Euthanasia sat alone. She strove ‘Put it then to the proof,—I say to you, 


to think, she strove to pray, but the spell was that is the man who, with treachery and foul 


| 
over her spirit, and bound her down with a) falsehood, deceived and ruined me ;—that is 


, 
| . 
mighty power. Her guardian angel seemed | (he man who too soon after reproached and 


to slumber, and silent, stupitied, aluost | scorned me for my guilt ;—that is the man’— 
senseless, she vielded impassively to the she lowered her voice—*who, in a fit of 





ungovernable rage, struck a coward’s blow to 
One only friend was with her—her faithful) the heart he had betrayed, and left me there 
vreyhound, who had contrived to elude the | to die, Do you doubt me ?—behold the 
Argus eyes of Mrs. Freeman, in the vetdaie:) dageer, blazoned with his arms, and stained 
and had kept close to his inistress ever since, | lady, that crimson rust is from my blood" 
now laid couched at her feet, and frequently, | ‘Horrible! most horrible! shuddered 
with the privileged boldness of an old favorite, | Euthanasia. 


"i 


‘With unsleeping love T have followed you 


to demand his accustomed caress. The | here ; by heavy bribes to those who are 


i 
| 
parting footsteps of Sir George had ecuscebe | only faithful to the best purchaser, [ have 
died away, when a low sigh sounded through | #seertained that an infernal deception is in 
| 


the room, Euthanasia gazed fearfully round ;) Contemplation; this house is itself a sink of 


ja female form stood by her, dressed in the | iniquity ; those around you the basest of the 

well remembered habit of the Tyrol; at the| base; TE would lave you save yourself’ 
moment the dog sprang up, and with a long, ‘What would you have me to do 2? asked 
protracted whine gamboled towards the) the trembling girl, 


jmadness of delight. A strange, indetinable | 
| 
} 


jawe gathered over the heart of Euthanasia ; | away; well and nobly did you resist his 


; 
| 
| 
stranger, jumping and rolling, as if in the vers | ‘Give me that muffling cloak and veil, in 
} whic h the false villain strove to steal you 


| something there was so sudden, so spiritual, | lures; give ime now that veil, and take my 


in the unheard entrance of the stranger,—| place behind these curtains; if he do not 
in the long unseen, yet still loved dress of | verify my words, and accuse himself, let my 
her native home; the agitation of the dog, | punistinent in another world be bitter as it 
too, Was most unaccountable, and she tried | has been in this.’ 


. e > | e e ° 
to speak to him in vain; her tongue clove to || Euthanasia pot both hands to her forehead. 


her mouth, and she sat motionless, gazing ‘TL kuow not what is true or what is false ; 


upon her unlooked for visitor, There mute) so many thines are told me; so many con- 


and still it stood, with face as deathly pale as) tradictory assertions made, that Pam stunned 
the shrouded corpse, and dark, beseeching | and confused between them, If you be 
eves fixed on Euthanasia: the raised hand) honest, why this masking and disguise ? 
Was so transparent and thin, it hardly veiled |) Why mot meet lim openly ? 


the light fromthe pallid brow ; and something l Secause, rephed the nun, sadly—* because 


there was of dim remembrance about the||{ would have you assert your own dignity, 
figure, which haunted the mind of the terrified | and be vour own salvation ; but tine wears, 
cirl, like the vagne phantoms of a dream, with Euthanasia, Tecan make but one more appeal 
which we straeele, but cannot break.  Atlast,|) to you:—had you—forgive this weakness—do 


in low, sweet tones, the dreaded stranger) you remember your mother ¢ 
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‘My mother! gracious heavens! did you 
hnow her? 

*T did—T was—no, Pwas not her friend: 
hot—but—hark ! their steps are on the stairs 
—choose now, for the erisis is at hand 2’ 

* Tere, take the cloak and veil,” exclaimed 
Rathanosia, throwing them off; ‘vou knew 
may beloved—iny sainted mother, and will not 

her child; IT trust 
" 


happiness—oh, beware e 


deceive you with any 

She retired, in deep emotion, behind the 
long curtains whieh hung over a bay window, 
The nun looked after her with a lingering 
vaze of sad affection, then hastily wrapping 
herself in the cloak, she seated herself where 
Euthanasia had been; and the greyhound 
who, with the wondrous instinet of the dog, 
had, after fifteen vears, recognized his long 
Jost mistress, hid himself contentedly down 
at her feet. 

The door opened, and Sir George Belson 
entered, withan eve brightened by antivipated 
tritumph, accompanied by a man dressed in 
black, and an attendant. THe rau forward to 
the supposed Euthanasia, and dropptug on his 
huee, spoke to her in the softest tones which 
art or seduction could supply : 

’ My soul's best treasure, will you net 
forgive this feverish bapetionce of the heart 
that adores you? Behold this holy aan, 
Pothonasia—will you not Consent that he may 
secure to meu treasure, without whieh life is 
valueless 2 Ob! be above the weak seruples 


of your sex, and trust yourself to one who 


will shrine you in his heart of hearts! Tf] 
make you pot How irrevocably mine, DT feel 
that Bo shall forever lose vou. My NISLCH 


urges on the one hand—vour father denies 


his consent on the other: hathanasia, I will | 


pot survive vour loss, and my blood will be 
Se ‘ 
on your head if you deny my praver. 

Hix deep voice sounded like distant music, 
nod all Was so still when he ceased that ancient 
chaos seemed to reign throughout the apart- 
Alas! 


there, whose wild pulsations almost stopped 


prea, there were two be ating hearts 
the breath of life. 

‘You do not speak—oli! let me read this 
vie 


ceutle silence as a solt Consent 4 te 


vour hand—it trembles, love—Euthanasia, 
com vou fear to trust me? then hear me, 
eternal heavens, aud so judge me God, whe 
reignest there, if D have in aught deceived, on 
falsely spoken—if ever to mortal being | 
breathed before these words of passion. mis 
the grave cive up its mouldering dust, aud the 
fone hurted dead appear to blast me! 

His hand was on the veil as he spoke: that 
and the cloak dreapped at the moment, ane 
the wretched viet of his cuilt stood befor 


hina, as it tis awl adyaration had been heard 


at the dread tribunal of God, and the earl 
civen up its prey to confront bine in his 
blasphemy. There she stood, ia the very 


[dress in whieh she had last past her husband's 


threshold, holding the damning proof of bis 


ibrow, and fined, chivine eve, as thoneh she 


even pleaded) avaimst hin ta the last, 


' 
| wrocity, ithe bloodstained dageer, with ashy 
| now 





Becekward 


the drain 


dreadful Judement day of Barth, 


hreshed the horror-stricken 


pstood erect upon his head; his tiling Tnnbs 
the 


shook beneath bine: and cold sweat 


dropped from his livid brow; groans burst 


from his heaving chest, as if his agony and 
awe precluded words. At last, with a howl 
like that of the eternally tormented, he cried, 

‘What want ye here! ve are rotten and 
dead, and the earth has covered ve! What 
did I feel 


quivering Convulsions !—did [not hear your 


want ve here ? not your last 





latest gasp! Why do ve come to me 7—!] 


wever loved ye—it was your happy husband 


that Thated. What do ye here -—1 scorned 





ihee—spurned thee—and trampled on thee ! 
the 


solemnly said the nun, tand Powill repay it.’ 


‘Vengeance is imine, saith Lord,’ 


‘Vengeance? howled the infuriated wretch, 
‘itis false as hell: there is no venceanec— 
no Lord—look at me—amn not P blessed with 


| 
| 


every earthly good, and have TL canted and 





proved = Where is Bustace Se Iwvn—he who, 


Dbeeause he was ins superior and any bene- 
factor, TP hated—where is he, the LeneTOLS 
| 


fanned coul—w his forsaken—poor, tiserable— 


! he!’ 


jut rhipes dead—ha! ha! 


| No, unhappy man,’ said the man who had 





jbeen named as Mr. Freeman, entering and 
! Eustace Sel- 


fcoming slowly torward—* No 


wyn lives, to pity thee—to tell thee that, 





vronged and wretched as he has been. he has 
| 
juever been uosupported by his God, nor 


deprived of au tostained conscience :—he 


lives to tell thee, miserable and batted villain, 


jthat the hand of that alleseeine God las ar- 


rested thee in thy tritmphant wiekedness, 


md shielded the innocent with its buehkler 


lof , 
pol power, 


A noire, as of a heavy fall, inte rrapted the 


words of Freeman: be and the half tinting 


nun rushed towards the curtains, and the | 
father lifted and brought out the msecnsible | 
| 

aucrushed flower! 


Laihe 


lime over his arma, her lone dark hia | 


form of Euthanasin. 


she 


jstroanmiog around hi r, us th sorrow: and 


while the anguished mother bent over her in} 


; Spec hiless woe, a strony re sein thee null 
‘ er 

ustly be seen between then poullid faces, Sir} 

- 
fieorgce Belson, who bad overcome the belief 


becvt bees Dreedne ld the ah ad, ae | le | 


ign 
woot his dari 


" 1 to issernne 


cannedane WV, a Pi Satanie tones 


idldressed the Croup | 





on , 
‘This is really avery dramatic performance 


ehattonstiapes are fast spricie itp between 
is. Pade disappomited in establishing avery 
emer chin to that voune hedv’s regard, se 

| 


poeerhans Panay be nore steeesstal ny clatmoiney 





| 


itithe to ber respect as a father,’ 


‘Mau! moan! shrieked the woman wildly, 
‘Silence Yo said Mr. Freeman, sternly : 
Sheed not the maddened ravings of a disap 
ported villain: my child—my child, look up 
to bless your father with a word. 

‘ Really, Lord Bustace—or Mr. Freenian, 
since Pounderstand thatis your nom de guerre 
—I bee to congratulate you ou your acquisi- 
tions :—a dady wife—no ghost, but very 
substantial flesh, as fair, as frail—but that's 
nothing ; then there is your beauteous daugh- 
ter—she will look rather coldly before com- 
pany, no doubt, but once — 


‘QOaee,’ said Euthanasia, raising herself 


with infinite dignitv— * onee, sir, she loved 


vou with all the deep tenderness of a woman's 


heart, who pietured you as perfect as she 
wished you to be; but that the is past—the 


mask has fallen—the serpent has unrolled his 


hideous folds—and as Panay be forciven by 


my father, and my God, do Pnow hatinitely 
spurn and from my soul despise thee.’ 

Mr. Freeman looked with parental delieht 
upon his lovely child, now more lovely inthe 
dignity of mind, while the eves of the erring 


mother were fixed upon her, as ib their 


straming love would survive even despair and 
cteath. 


‘Can this be possible =? ashed Belson. in 


pot this. a few 


fis most seduce tones: ‘de this 


from the gentle Euthanasia + 
hours since, did she repulse any love.’ 

‘Tt is most true, replied the noble girl, 
firmly, * that love was then my glory, fort 
thought vou worthy of it; now itis my shame 
and sorrow, that ever the whittihe of the 
sepuleber could have hidden iis foulness trom 
me. Man, hear me repeat, that TP willingly 
and forever renounce you=that TP east you 
fromane asathing even too vile to trample on! 

There was the convietion of truth mo her 
words aud manner; muttering a deep curse, 
Belson rushed from the room, 

‘Lord, now lettest thy servant depart in 
peace, sighed the erring woman, as she fell 
stazeermg to the floor, The strength of 
purpose, Which had hitherto upheld ler, wow 
failed, and lone worn and exhausted nature 
stink beneath the tension; her mission was 
fuliilled ; her penitence accepted; and the 
anzel of mercy was rapidly loosing the earthly 
cords which held her strugeling spirit from 
its rest. 

Mr. Freeman and Bothanasia ranto support 
her: she looked up with a dying simle— 

‘Ho die thus, is to be most blessed—can’st 
thou forgwe me, Eustace 5’ 

‘Por: 


Judve bas forgiwen thee. 


ive thee, Blotsa—ave, as thine eternal 

My child, hueel toa 

vot meothe rs bles sine.” 
‘My Oh God! 


bat te bose her—lwe—live, oh, tapared saat 


mother! voust DP find ber 


eoard and save vour child.’ 


diod' J thih thee 


live, i pow. tee 


My Grod! gay my 
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hosband—imy child—now aeom TP dare to call J crevices Where centuries avo the waters were 


them so—one lust mubrace—imiay the ete roal 
Lord of Heaven pardon my sites, aud bless— 
Lless—bless iy 

twas over: the dving sinner lad entered 
inho peewee, Over the asony ol the bereaved 
clild we throw a veils i was lone ere she 
would be torn away frou the pale corpse, 

Mr. Freeman having sought and found his 
terrified, sobbing, miserable wile, brought bea 
fo the scene. lt was an awftd contrast 
between the besmeared tace, torn finery, and 
vuitated sobs of the silly votury to folly, aud 
the silent ashy corpse of her who had paid its 
feartul penalty. 
spoke to them solemnly 

‘Tet not this dreadtul lesson be lost: 
behold the end of vanity and pride; there 
kneel beside that liteless clay, and ask those 
cold remains of all that was once lovely, lappy, 
wid imnocent—ash them to reprove your 
maddening folly. 
your clinnber, aud commune with your own 
heart dostillyess : learn that the Wades otsin 
ix death, and pray that God iia keep you out 


of temptation. 





COMMUENTECATIONS., 


Por the Racal Repositan 
The Gieonins of Claverack Falls. 
*Pneve the roaring watertull, 
Within seme deep, romantic glen! —Dr. Rarrres 

Tis stars stood forth still and bright im 
the heavens, as a friend and myself started, 
carly one spring morning, to view this ro- 
mantic spot. When we arrived at the Falls, 
these eclestial fires had, as mwere, burned 
way by them own golden brightness, and 
save that bricht himivary whieh always lingers 
latest, faded away with all their light) and 
elorv: while over the dusky shy that lined 
the Bost, a ray of morn was just breaking in, 
precursary of the coming sin that was to 
awaken the world, 

Claverack Creek tis a narrow. stream of 
water which plunges over the hills, and winds 
through the hiwns of our county, marking out, 
At one} 


place, after pursuing Hs stormy Wave over 


in its course the most fertile lands, 


rocks in the wildest manner, it launches itsell 
headlong down a precipice of above one) 
lhondred feet into a long valley below, As 
the beholder stands iu the soft mist whieh 
falls around him, with his eves tarned upward, 
watehing the fown and sparkles of their 
napetnosity, the musical roar that) somds 
through the forest lills hin mito aw state of 
mental abstraction, aad he stands deliohted, 


he knows not why, “he ceascless run of the 
waters dave fretted the rocks away oma 
thousand fantastical shapes, and a deep elas 
revadly pears on the brow of the hall where 


my jrlana eoovel It is chnouch to starthe the 


meetator, as he looks tym the holes and 


He took a hand of each, and 


Go each to the solitude of || lis loins, 


playing s—but whieh mow look down upon the 


| _¢ ‘ Th 
<treami as it frets and boils away below.  DMne 


és . ! 
hills whieh dine the valley are covered with 


pines, and the other adjacent scenery stands 
Minally, Cla 


verack Falls booms away in solitude, without 


forth original aod tmaaarred, 
one sound of civilization to break in pou this 
crandeur of HS own rou, 

As we were siiting upon @ loree flat stone, 
viewing the dash of waters from on high, we 


were interrupted by the bursting and cracking 


looking pine which stood ow the hill, tottering, 


turned its green sumnit into the vale below 
Iwhen suddenly up rose from the moist earth, 


where it was, the Gesxius or THe Woop, and 


stood before us, Tle wore a beautiful carkuid 
fof wild flowers upon his head, and a chaplet 


bot pine and Maple leaves were cirded about 


of the deer, and in his right hand he held an) 


| aaah yostall without akoot to mar the simooth- 
lness of its surface. He looked beautiful afar 
hep oon the height, with the cool 
of amor stirring throueh his wland = of 
flowers, wand bis stalf stretched out to its 


While we were 


hin, he gave a spring and caught upon the 


titibost leneth,. vazing Wow 


slender, lofty rock, that rears its gray form 


near the Falls, and whieh rans up to a peak, 


scareely broad enough for the toot of a human 


Ile sprang onthe top of this, balance 


upon one foot, and spread forth his brown 


limbs, at the same time kee pater his hery eve 
intently fined upon ous. Returning to. the 
shore, he strack the earth with bis stall) when 
lo! serpents of all species came forth at his 


bid. “They coiled themselves round his linbs 


lin countless numbers, ther forked tongues 


| 
; 





playing like small tlunes around ther mouths, 
It made the cold chills dart through us, as 
these chilly monsters, fresh from the earth, 
wound slowly round his bodyv with thei 
revenvetul lissines. Ile gave the earth 
another blow with his staff, and quick as 
thought they all elided away to their den. 
The Genius of the Woods dean beaut the 
earth with his oaken staff, and we sat on the 
roof of a beautiful building which was situated 
in a large city, Look,” said he, pointing 
his staff arowund him, * what dost thou bebold 
now 7’* Plouses, ster pl , Vust Cconere vations 
ot yn ople, and all hinds of splendor,’ answered 
we. * Where are those Falls that a moment 
ago Wrapt you in meditation—look. said the 
Genius, * wherearethey 2 We looked through 
the dusty streets: but saw them not—we 
teoimed oureves te cateh some one of the 
pines Whieh stand so thaek at une thea: lee 


they were onvesible. Beaute) Tawares, with 
clumps of tall, flowin trees— vipeventha Lagll 


on Whose brow spleudid edihees were elit 


away of roots, and turning, saw a lofty regal- 


and trembling, wath finally Shapping away, it] 


Ilis feet were clad with the skin} 


breath | 


fterine gn the morning stnshine—was all that 


tell! hon the eve bevond the city. Business 


Was Titudire GW mm the streets below—oda 


° F / 
lookine Carrviees rattling alone-—ond the 


costime of the tahabateyts Was sO Tene, 


that spite of the presence of the Genius, we 


Horst otet ito te eonocl be wriyvy row Of latrelite Ps 
‘Now if this don’t ca i 


itissnta dream Pil go ashore, anv wav’ when 


badook of reproof from the guide chased the 
ts * ; 

jane from av countenance, ard all) was 
| hs 

silent agate. 


* Look,’ said the Genins, *and tell me what 


of the edifice, we were surrounded by a vast 


world of water. As far as the eye could 


reach, not an ohject was abroad to greet it 


but all was one still. silvery sheet, with the 





spile ndor of the rising sun ishing along its 
surface. Phe only thing visible around us, 
was the clear blue shy where it stooped 
down and touched the waters. Tt seemed the 
death of nature—and we almost wondered 
why tle stra, too, did) not putise along the 
skies, and the blue curtain roll itself up— 
When we were broken ta our meditations by 
the voree of the Genius. 


‘ }- ? 
Hark, 


i thon of this spot pre Vious to the fhood—owhy it 


said he, * thou host seen the situa- 


a ometropolis stood here—the vast miumber of 


inhabitants whieh ps opled it: and thon hase 


{ this « ity—its siooth 


' ' ' 
HisOo seein ties trios a 


lereen fields, and veutle hills thirt sloped away 


Without w rugged feature in their seenery. 
| Now behold the {] rod as il riscs—ulreads 1 
the citv swidlowed up, but, by the magic oft 
my staff, this buildime floats with the waters, 


drownine world 


that veoh behold the 


. Look,’ reps ited he, Sere | change the seene.’ 


While we were waving the root began to 


sink into the waters. Down we hurried 
without strangulation, and nought but a heavy 


roar resounding through our ears, Soom we 


struck with a jor, and starting up with a 
thought for our preservation, we found ous 
selves sitting upon the rock at the base of 
Claverack Falls, and the Genius with his 
ouken stall beside us. Teast inv eve up to 
the wild flowers upon his head, « Np cline to 
see the water dripping from thems, bat they 
were as diy and brichtas ever: Pthen place d 
my hand upon my clothes, but there was 


nothing bare a litth Spas Which had flew frou 


the dash of the Falls, 


. Dox k an. sane thy Crenites, * the waters 
Hriave stilsic! d, and the foundation of the 
i noble eitiee, repay whose rool we stood, ts 
usurped by this rock, and where the waters 
leap Hi fury over those rod k ran that broad 
street, where snvriads of human beings were 
jostling about, in them warfares  * Fudge. 


vel pny COMTpAnOn, : Meuwk. returned the 


deluge Cone and swept 


‘This spot 


(scuus— beeut the 


them away tu one ceneral ruin 


poall sar T—* ane it 


vousee, and striking his staff upon the root 
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was not alieays as it is now, said he, and 
dlarting away, he was lost among the solemn 
We cast our 


eyes up to the tree which our imagination 


old pines that stood around, 


threw headlong in the valley where our cuide} 


first arose, but it stood firmly rooted to the 
earth shaking its evergreen summit away up 
on the brow of the hill. 

Let time impress what lines it may upon 
our hearts, they will alvays throb as memory 
conjures up the Genius of Claverack Malls, 
The roar of waters, wherever it may ereet 
will call 


always be in our faney, auong the wild and 


our ears, him up: and he will 


rugged scenery that we are passing, 


associate him with Is 


all that bright 
beautitul—until we too shall have laid down 


our mortal carments, and passed uway, even! 


with that city which stood before the flood, 


KR. 


Forthe Rural Repository. 


Effects of Intense Grief. 


Sorrow is multiform in kind and effects. | 


The remembrance of slight afflictions soon 
fades fromthe memory: but there isa species 
of grief, which prosperity cannot heal nor 
Time 
The 


are felt, the more intense 


sympathy assuage, only gives vehe- 


mence to its action. louver its effects 
is the sufferingo— 
the more distant the producing cause, the 
greater the mental torture—until its pressure 
becoming unsupportable to human endurance, 
its unfortunate victim sinks beneath the 
accumulated weight, to his only resting place 
the grave, 

Grief of this kind cannot arise from minor 
causes, 
some prize on which the whole affections have 
centered, must be torn from the grasp—the 
desire must be 


aeme of the soul's 


unattainable, ere all-corroding sorrow. will 


commence ws destructive course, 


. . | 
may circumscribe the channel, but cannot 


stay its progress, Stoicisin imay present an 


icy barrier, but it will be dissolved by the 


gushing stream, like the recumbent snow on 


the pebbly beach, by ocean's returning tide. 


not be headlong 


Its course may it av pot 


dash along with the impetuosity of the moun- | 


tain torrent; but by a continual action, it will 


waste the mental energies and wear away the 


corporeal resistances, until the mind becomes! 


a perforated wreck—the body a ‘living skele- 
ton!’ or the spirit returns to God, who gave 
it, and the worn tenement reposes beveath 
the clods of the valley. Wherever its progress 


calunity. that 


is traced, no can 


bereavement, however worthy of regret, can! 


add to its desolating effeets. "The eye of the 
disabled elephant winces not under the deadly 


The 


the enarled 


aim of the merciless huntsman., will 


lightnings of Heaven may rive 


Ave—| 
we shall recollect himn—and we will love biny—! 


wid | 


Some terrible calamity must befall— || 


found | 


i 
Reason | 


befall—no | 


| ook,” but the rude blasts of adversity cannot 
| 


'seathe the desolate heart! The eve of the! 


' 
| 
i . . . 

from whom ts reft an object ¢ 


j 
1] 
' 

1 


shuns not the uplitted tomahawk. "Phere is 


psuffering—tlike the daughters of the horse- 


leech, it erieth continually, * Give, give,’ and 
| ’ 


is never appeased but with the life-blood of 


ii. ae 
| ws victim. 
| 


Inthe solitude of the herimitage— 


of the forest—in the din of the 


populous city—at the shrine of a saint—amid 


beauty 


the orgies of the revelers—without regard to 


Vicissitude or cireumstance—unrestraimed by 
the caprice or will of man—silenthy and 
jdestrovingly, i plies its malevolent energy— 
pstill onward is its desolating career. 

| Condolence may soften, syinpathy alleviate, 
render tolerable the 


comniseration more 


vaffiictions of mankind; but there are those, 
| who care not for aught of earth—* who sorrow 
To 
ralueless—s\inpathy, fuecl—commniseration, 


M. i. F. 


| without hope.’ such condolence is 


mockery, 





WU SC Bib sar we 


The Canary Bird. 


A swan eirl named Caroline, had a most 
|. , 
} trom morning 


lovely canary bird. Phe little creature sung 
Ullnight, and was very beautiful. 


And 


| Caroline gave him seed and cabbage to eat, 


lis color was yellow, with a black head. 


} and occasionally a small piece of sugar, and 
; 

every day fresh clean water to drink. 

| % . ' . 
But suddenly the bird began to be mournful, 


and one morning, when Caroline broueht hin 


his water, he lay dead in the cage. 


} And she raised aloud lamentation over the 


favorite animal, and wept bitterly. But the 


a grief which is not satiated with tears nor 


bravest warrior may quail beneath the terrific | 
oloane e ofthe fierce savage, ant that individual, 


earer than lite, | 


in the bustle of the multitude—amid the quiet | 


plant, for she understood and revered the 
holy voice of nature in the heart of the ehild. 

Ah! said she, how can an unerateful child 
bave a peaceful mind while standing at the 
grave of its parents! 

Sransell "E'betuags. 

We have often found occasion, suys the 
‘Traveler,’ to notice the importance of an 
attention to small things. A glass of wine 
spilled ou Mrs. Mashain’s dress, cost Furope 
awar Many asticht injury, an inconsiderate 
word, has cost many adnan his life, and been 
The 


lithe contradictions which often harpen be- 


the ruin of the peace of many a family. 


tween friends, may be slight in themselves 


i} when taken singly, but continued, they have 


irrevocably severed the tes of the purest and 


i strongest friendship. As Tonnal Moore savs, 


Small things, contempt, slight words, uomixed with hate, 
Make up in nunber, what they want in weight, 

It is So in morals, itis SO in MANES, it is 
so inall the intricacies of social intercourse 
and the concerns of human life. A man who 
has never tnvolyed himself in the enormity of 
crime, may ruin his reputition by careless 
ness and indifference to the smaller items of 
virtue and view, whieh make a vast difference 


‘ 
in the agereeate account. Few men have the 


opportunity of displaying the whole character 


jamother ofthe girl went and purchased another, | 


which was more beautiful than the first in 
color, and just as lovely in its song, and put 


hit inthe cage. 


But the child wept louder than ever when | 


| 

Ishe saw the new bird, 

| And the mother 

land said, My dear child, why 


ereathy 


Wiis astonished, 
are vou still 
weeping and sorrowful F Your tears will not 
call the dead bird into life, and here you have 
lone which is not inferior to the other! 
Then the child said, O, dear mother, I 
| treated my bird unkindly, and did not do all 
| for it that LT could and should have done. 

| Dear Lina you have always taken care of it 
| dilligently 

| Q no, replied the child, a short time before 
us death TP did not bring to him the piece of 
isugar which you for that 


rave yite 


Tho : 


pPiurpose, 
but ate it myselt spake the girl with a 
<orrowtol heart 


Bot the mother did not smile at this com 


ofa gentleman ina single vet, itis an attention 
to the sinaller decencies, and eivilities, and 
hindnesses of common and daily intercourse, 
which cenerally constitute the formation of 
the character. So it ts in the acquisition of 
wealth, few of us make or lose thousands of 
dollars every day, but all of us wequure or 
spend afew cents or shillings, which in the 
revolution of a few seasous, Conducts us to 
comparative affluence or poverty. And thus, 
to bring our short sermon toa close, the want 
of attention to simall things nay tnvolve us ia 
difficulties from which the endeavors of years 
nay HOt extricate us, 
Por wanteofa nail the shoe was lost, 


For want of a shoe the horse was lost, 


Por want of a horse the rider was lost, 
And all for the 


wont ota horse shoe nail 





Striking and True story. 
Two young German nobleman having fin- 
twhed) their Collece 


making together an excursion of pleasure in 


, : 
Session, resolved on 


the Hartz mountains. Having been oceupied 
one Gay ina wild part of that wild distriet in 
gathering specimens of minerals, they were 
overtaken by a storm and benighted. Having 
lost their way they wandered about for some 
hours, when, wet and cold, thev came to the 
ruins of an old castle, where they entered to 
In 
vaulted room they were surprised and alarmed 
to find ot 
aereed that one 
watch while the other slept; 


try and find shelter for the night. a low 


the embers a fire 


still burning 
should 


uid, loading a 
> 


Fearing robbers, they 
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pistol, which they happened tobave with then, || had stated the facts exactly as thes ocem red,— 


they heaped wood upon the fire, and one of |* Yes sir,’ replied the applicant. 


*]T have told 


them, wrapping himself in his elook, lay|| you the plain truth; you cau put the dies to 
> ; ; l\ 3 ‘ . 
down to take his turn of sleep. Tis come) it yoursell.—N, 2. Mirror. 


panion, placing the pistol beside him, was 
passing the time in tracing resemblances ot 
faces in the embers of the fire: when all at 
onee, a secret door seemed to open tm the 
wall opposite to him, disclosing several armed 
men sitte round a table. One of these 
advancing, ordered him to follow him, saying 
that resistance was invain, ‘The young man, 
starting up, seized and fired the pistol; the 
man fell, when horrid to relate, he found that 
he had awoke froma dream, and shot his friend 
through the heart.—Grecenock lit llige heer, 


low vo Ger Rip or a Conteecror.—A 
woman tp Westininster, bene at a loss what 
excuse to make about the twentieth application 
of the 


Chelsea water works, atleneth informed him, 


for rates by one collectors of the 


that her * poor hushaod had recently died of | 


the cholera, and that she had also been seized 
with that dreadful disorder: but, added she, 
‘at you'll walk in, FH see i TP can make up the 
money.’ "Phe collector, however, was alinost 
petrified with terror, and shutting up his book 
tastanter, bolted out of the house much faster 
than he entered, 


\ MAN or 


, ° ‘ , 
says the Sportaan s Magazine, Was ti treaty 


Business.—A friend of OUrs, 
with G. the horse-dealer, (who died the other 
day.) for the purehase of a mare, but eould 
Next 


however, making up his mind to split the 


not agree by ten potnds, morning, 
difference, he posted off to the yard, when 


the first person he met was the groom. 


* Master ty), doer saidhe. * No. master be 


dead.’ said Joe, * but he lett word you're to 
have the mare." 

During a cause in which the boundaries of 

piece of land were to be ascertained, the 
counsel of the one part stated, * we lye on 
this side,’ my Lord; and the counsel of the 
other part said, ‘we lye on this side. 
Chancellor stood up and said, if you lie on 
both sides, whom will you have me to believe + 

een 

\ person who knew a serap of French, and 
was excessively vain of his accomplishment, 
accosted a gentleman tm the street, with 
(Quelle heure est il 2 i. e. What is it o'clock + 
The gentleman replied in Latin Nescio, i. ec. 
[ know net. God bless me, said the other, 
I did not huow it was so late, and ran off as 
tow some very naportant business, 


-_—__—-- 


Free Traore ro me Lawyrrs.—A nein 
fromthe country appl lately to a resper table 


Nite 


ieumistance of the Case he 


lawver for legal advice, detailing the 


was asked of be 


LA hl | 
Phe 


sccm 
Ix one of the latter days of Fox, the 


/conversation turned on the comparative Wis- 


dom of the French and Enelish character. 
‘The Frenchman? it was observed, * delights 
himself with the present; the Englishman 
fs s himself anxious about the future. Is 
not the Frenchman the wiser 2? * Tle may be 
ithe merricr,’ said Fox; * but did you ever 
j hear of a savage who did not buy a anirror in 
} preference to a telescope :’ 

seamen 

| A Jupen was trying a prisoner accused of 
itelony, and while delivering his charge, and 
ininutely recapituating and commenting on 
lithe evidence, the dury and the Counsel fell, 
fas asleep! The Sheriffs who had charge of| 
the prisome Te be ing SOoOn afte rseen to nod— 


aw spectator, who happened to be awake, and) 


apprehending that the prisoner might escape, 
Sheritls.’ 


* Never mind,’ said the Judge—who was a 


stidddenly exclanned ‘wake the 


wae in his wav—* the Sherits mav have their 


nap out—for the prisoner is fast asleep also.’ 


| *Sorr worps rurn away Ancer.—The 
horse ofa pious man, living in Massachusetts, 
happening to stray into the road, a neighbor 
cof the man who owned the horse put hin tn 
Meeting the 


told him what he had done 


)potmnd, owner soon after, he 


—* and if fF catch 
‘him in the road again,’ said he, «Ti do it 
l we in.’ * Neighbor,’ replied the other, * not 
long since, L looked out of my window in the 
night, and TP saw vour catte inany mowing- 
leround, and Tdrove them out, and shut them 
Struck 


with the reply, the man liberated the horse 


and Pil do it again.’ 


in your vard: 


}from the pound and paid the eharges himself, 





| Che Mural Repository. 


SATURDAY, MARCHE 15, 1854. 


|} Hepsow Lesarie Asviem.—We think itis high time 
we noticed this exectiont institution, under the supervision 
of Doet. Samuel White of this city. We think its loealits 
is superior to almost any one of the kind in the countes 
The city of Hudson always has been proverbial for health, 
but ne place in its Compact part or viebwity, is superior in 


Its situation te this beautitul institution Its site is just 


North of our principal street, tree from the noise and 
bustle which is generally hurrying through it On its 
West the broad Hudson rolls its deep waters, which by 
the mmmates of the Asylum, may be seen miles above and 
below > and farther away vet, the vast Catskills, wrapped 
in a blue have, throw their tower peaksinto the clouds 
Vive ther surrotiinding reners * mititul, and cannot 
‘ to attract " eve We ¢ t know i itis a 

yeneral imnpre jon, that nature possesses any peculiar 
ttractions to the lunatic’s « fused state It may be the 
| { " twher en ne j ' her 

hrone wt leawe the manin sucha tate that the beaut 
ture touch not his heart— but not wiih We 

upp oe thyaaet tive ule Pe loagiene ! it come fretting ft 
he mayesty that hagers around the mountains, the melods 


that scomds forth from the moving streams, breaks im upou 
the abstracted minds of the insane, and by colleeting the 
ideas, is anetiieient agent in again reluming the toreh ot 
reason. “The application which we mean to make of alt 
this, is, that ihe institution we have alluded to combines 
these natural advantages inp an eminent degree. The 
interior is finished in a meat and appropritte manner 
Cooling baths are flited up in the basement story, ane 
adjoining are the apartinents for culinary purposes. The 
But, as 
we do not inean, at this time, to enter into any thing like 
a detail, we 


sitting room above is elegant and unsurpassed. 


must disteiss the subjeet, under the full 
conviction that it stands almost unequaled by any similiar 
institution in the Union. 
‘The stormy March has come at Inst 
With winds and clouds and changing skies {" 
Mancm.— With joy we hail the first month of Spring, 
as it comes heralding bland zeplyrs and mellow skies 
Troe, old Winter vet lingers among us, and, as loth to 
depart, turns upon us a furious gust of his breath white 
retreating. But lark !—the rivulet is released from the 
! 


hill, and it leaps down over the precipices with a gigantir 


power, shouting and exulting in its pathways The trans 
parent ieie'es whieh were lined along the edge of the 
werheoging cocks inthe mountain glen, become dissolved, 
and dash away onthe crags below—the tall trees, whose 
summits have been clad with sleet, are relieved, and grow 
moist beneath the warmer bens of the sun. Life juct 
begins tobe visible in the vegetable world, for the opening 
of Spring has breathed upon it, and, like the torpid serpent, 
itis warmed into existence, 

There seoms astmuch bustle and confusion, when earth 
restines her vegetable labor, as is exhibited in the most 
ipertant transactions of kingdoms. The first Spring 
bird strains his throat with) the 


wildest melody—the 


squirrel hurries up the shagged tree with a lightning like 


velocity, and the vast flocks of ravens that darken the 
air, eronk and babble in the most comical confusion 
The grass turns green, and the blae flower is seen te peep 


forth in some worm ehasm ta the neountain 


Ir isthus we think of March.—Although its breath ia 


. vet we love ii, for we know that the gentler 
months are met tar away It comes not cither with the 


benuty of May or the blusterings of Januarv— but it is the 
counectiog tink between Winter and Spring, and draws 


its loveliness from the prominent features ot both 





Letters Centaining Remittances, 
Reecived at this Office, ending Wednesday last, deducting 
the amount of Pastas pard. 

\. W. Aldridge, Rast Otte, N. V. 81,00. 17 Ray, Pitts 
ford, N. VY. S100. ©. Wilder, Lowell, Ms. Si..1f; WLO 
Fav, Northampron, No VY. S000: J. Marshall, P, M 
Manheim Center, No VY. S100 A Hiteheock, Housaton 
wville Me. S500: 0. OT. Tlennion, Broekport, ie 4 Siw 





SU WWARY. 

\inan has recently been hanged in England, for setting 
fire to various haw stacks, &e Ile confessed that his 
indueoment for so doing Was to obtain the « ompensation of 
Us. tid. for giving notice ofthe fire to the nearest engine 
Porthatmisermhte gain, be had beenthe means of destroying 
upwards of C2000 ste rhing ef property 





During the past vear, the producers ofthe whate fisher 
at New Bedford, was 47.020 barrels sperm, and 80.115 de 
whate oil, and €813,0000 thes whalebone, 

The Boston Journal savs. that believers in the science af 
Phrenelogy are rapidly tnereasing in thateity 

\ very stmple renedy tor scarlet fever isn. in general 
use in the env of New Vark It is merely a mixture of 


Cayenne pepper, salt aud vinegar, used as a gargle 


wad vieinity 


STAM REED, 


Th Colelester, bw the tev M Strong, Mr. Israel Rf 
Bigelow, merchant of UWillsdale, te Mies Sally Peters, 
danghter of the late Governor Peters of Ct, 

In Strattord, Ct. on the Lith inst. bw the Rew. EW 
Chapniin, Horace Lee t New Ve te: Mies Jerusha Gh 


vina, only daughter of Mr. 4 Rooth, ot the former place 


moar &. 

Tn this rthe Jith t. Mr teonamimn Green, aged 
nt i 

Ay Stacks ent ahule R rt Hen aved about 

oaPreoRr n Marker, J i 

\t “Nant ket notlee Teeh alt, Mra Ag Macy, aged 

Sapelite n Pern, Clinton eo. « the ult. the We 
! » Plate tread lew oftl supreme Court ot thie State 

Ar Germantown, on the Ahh alt. Patmer Manitton, s« 
ftir. Joh BH Cole, aged 2 een ind G& month 

At Copake. cn the th ole “Me T's nye pee Bice loys 
vil tithes nJohn Bieelow, tormerty of Colchester ¢ 
wend oO us 
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Forthe Rural Repository. 
The Polish Wife to her Musband. 
Ano wilt thou never, never wear 
The joyous smiles of earlier years ? 
Thy morning sun of life was fair, 


Why should it now vo down in tears 


Is all the world to thee a bhiok, 
Without one bright, redeeming ray, 
Sinee from the lov'd Vistuli’s bauk, 


We sadly took our wandering way 


Shines there ne sun amid the gloom 
‘That overeas’s thy noontide sky— 
Ilas every flower lost the bloom 
Which once could light with joy thine eye 


Think not Task thee to forget 
Thy injured country's hapless lot, 
For memory in thy heart hath set 


"Too deep its wrongs, to be forwot. 


But yet, T would that thou ecouldst wear 
Sometimes, the smile of other days ; 
Ere gorrow’s blight, or cunkering care, 


Had chased their joyousuess away. 


I fear thy heart hath colder grown, 
Beneath misfortune’s withering blight ; 
1 tear the love thou once couldst own, 


Hath faded, like thine eye's soft light. 


Oh! now reproach me not with siniles, 
So like the faint and sickly glow 
That lights the heetie cheek awhile, 


Then sinks beneath death's chilling blow. 


lt | have wronge’d thy serrowing heart, 
fn doubting thus thy plighted faith, 
Forgive—L know thou wouldst impart 


Sweet peace tomine, though thine were death. 
| 


Then, oh! forgive, TE would not wound 
The hopes that long have strove in vain, 
‘To burst the chains that despots bound 


Around the hearts they could not tame, 


Let hope illume thy brow once more, 
‘Their lawless deeds may back recoil, 
Siberia’s exiles may restore 


The freedom of their ancient soil. «c,d. 


From the London Court: Magazine 


Biegiac Stauzas. 
Pow hast gone to rest in the spring time hours, 
Tn the frestiess of early feeling 
While the dew vet lies on the new born flowers 
And winds through the wood paths are stealing 
While vet life was cay to thine ardent eve, 
While its rich hopes filled thy bosom 
While cach dreant was pure as the upper sks 


And sweet as the opening blossen 


But thy promise of berg whieh chome co tare 
Hath passed Tike @ sneer cloud toa 

Thy bosom ts cold) wheel wel lewe was ware 
Aod the grave embraces th crtle fori 


Thou art sttumbering wow ina voiceless cell, 
WVibrthe Nature trey 


Wile the carth secms touched with a radiant spell 


carla is wreathing : 


Nn the div of delieht is bronthing : 
While the day looks d 


Where the roses in light are bhusthine : 


mwoeowilh a mellow beam, 


Wile the vonnge leaves dance with a fiful elena, 
And the stream inte sone is gushing 
White bright wines play in the golden sun, 
The teiob bath caressed thee, thou faded one! 
The clod lies cold on that settled brow, 
Whirh was beaming with pleasure and youth but now, 


Showd we modmn tht Death's angel, on dusky wing, 


(erthy flowery path has driven? 


| That he erushed the buds of thy sunny spring— 


Wi 


That thy spirit is borne to Heaven? 


Hlow soon will the visions of earth erow dim 
' ' 


Tlow soon will its liespoes Lee 
Nn the ty 


filed ; 


tet that hath teaped te the svrenu’s hymn, 


With sadoess aud cloom be oershacded! 
The feclings are fresh but alittle white, 
eon bask bur an hour in atleetion'’s sat’ 


Bre the friend and the lover have P issedl Way 


Ere the anthem is sung o'er their wasting elity 


Then take thy rest in that shadowy hall, 
Tnihy qeurntut shroud reposing : 
There sould te Tall 


No dust oer its light is clos tye 


Is ttoe Jornal are thie 


Ih willshine in glory when time is o'er, 
When each plaatem of carte shall wither 

When the tricnds whe deplore thee, shall sich no more, 
And die down bo the dest towether, 

Though sad winds waitin the evpress boneh, 

Thou art resting untroubled and calmly mew: 

With a seatefslecpon thy folded eve, 

Wot. 


While thy spirit is glad in the courts ow high 





First Love. 


Love !—DPwilltell thee what it is te bow 
tis to buitd with linman thoughts @ shrine, 
W hice hope Sits 


Where tins 


brooding like a beauteous dowe 


sects Young, and lite a thing divine 
Ail tastes, all pleasures, all desires combine 
‘To consecrate this inetumey of bly. 


Nbove 


\round 


the stirs to sliotmdless besuty shine: 


the streams their flowery margin hiss 


And if there's heaven on earth, that beaver is sure iv this! 


Yes this is love,—the steadtast and the true 
The 


The best, the 





tnimmeortal glory whoel) bath newer set 

brightest boon the heart eer knew 
Om all dine the 
oy)! 
Ves breathe 
W litle 


\nd winds 


>Weetest ver! 
thes 


"Ss sWeets Very 


Who but ean recall the eve met 

, in some green walk. thei first young vow, 
ster Towers with peor 
julie d at 


Nn all was ropfare 
/ 


thicht dlews were wet 


sromned the peountain’s brow, 


then whieh is but memory now 


Honer may wreath the vietors brow with bay 
Nn glory pour lea treasures at his feet 

The siatesmian win bis country’s lomest jer tine 
Fortune and commerce in our cities meet 

Bot When—al! when were earls possessions sweet 
Vublest with one fond triend those gifts to share ? 

The lowliest peasant, in lis cali retreat, 

Finds tore of happiness, and less of care, 

Than hearts uawanned by Love nid palace balls must bear’ 


The Blind Boy. 
Tue day was bright and beantiful— 
The boys to play had gone— 
Save one, who sat beside the door, 
Dejected and alone ; 
And as the tone of merry sport 
Came faintly to his ear, 
He sighed, and trom his swelline lid 


He brushed the falling fear. 


an lie 
IIe could net youn ther phy 


little ut was rent with pam— 


could notruin clout the tv ie 


And by the brook side stray; 





The redline hoop the hounding ball 
The Kite borne by the wind 
The aeorn hont were naneht te lines 


For he, alas, was blind. 
He could not see the settine stn, 
And wateh the vlowing skies, 
Vhe be 


Fell not upon hits eyes. 


anty of tle moon and stars 


The rainbow when it spanned the cloud 
Was lost note his sielt- 
And waving woods, and sparkling streams 


For all to him was nieht! 


These truths came fresh into lis mind, 
Wile sitting thus apart : 

No wonder that the tear drop fell, 
And heavy was his heart. 

Ah, little did the youthful throng, 
Whose hearts were fill of joy, 

Reflect upon the lonely state, 


Of that poor stelitles 


Ss hoy! 
from Theawen, 


‘And they heard a erent voice oye 


nite them, Come up hither’ — Ber. xt 


BY MRS. L. He. SIGOURNEY, 





‘Vr have a land of mist and shade, 
Where speetres roam at wills 

Dense clouds your mountaim herlits invade. 
And daniups your valleys ehall ; 

tut never may inidnicht care, or wo, 
Melipse aur « liane less ray ° 

“* Come hither.’ if ve seck to knew 
The bliss of perfect day. 

* Poult, like the Bohon-U pas, sprei 
A blielit 


And Hope, a pensive mourner, shed 


where’er ye tread: 


The tear o'er harvests dead ; 
With us, 


When Love ber home would prake 


no traitorous foe uesuils, 
An angel's weleome never tails ; 


* Come,” and that warmth partake 


‘Tine revels “nid your dearest Jows, 
Death smites your brightest rose, 

And Sin your bower of peace destroys , 
Where will you find repose ! 

Yo're 


Sharp thorns your path ifest ; 


wearied in your pilerinn ras 


“* Come hither,” vise to our embrace, 


And Clirist shall give you rest, 


"Twas thus, at twiltelit’s hallowed hour 





The angels’ lay eame down, 

Like dews upon the siek’ning flower ; 
When droughts of sunnier frown 

How sweet, upon the ambient air, 
Swelled ont their musie free! 

QO, when the pangs of death T bear, 


Sing ye that song to me. 
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